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the old orchard.
HT AXV SFMSER DRAKE.

B«rk of the cottage, with irmi spread wide,
c inJ the orchard trees on the green hill-aide,

('smog In -umracr a pleasant thado,
'tic ^ras< beneath, where in childhood I played. .

O vnr to me is that orchard old,
With its fragrant blossoms and fruil of gold,
Vi :t inuring hum of the honey bees,
Aa-1 'ho robin's song in the green old trees.

flu: not for its fruit or fragrant flowers,
Or the cool retreat of its shady bowers,
l)r the song of the bird or hum of the bee,
]. iue orchard old most dear to me.

Bn; beneath the trre that widest spreads,
And bio-sums in June like snow-flakes sheds,
Whtr the bending branches sighing wave,
(i, ,--v kvoll is a little grave.

-r a e daisy upon his breast.

Vty bro'lisr lies in dreamless rest.

v . ,!».; !. face in the grave was laid,
Tbo-t oi.-hard trees ca«l a deeper shade.

l»i.g huu:- 1 pass by that lowly mound,
For to rtic that spot is hallowed ground ;
\n<1 often 1 think the angels are near.

Hid Hi" swaying branches their wings I hoar.
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mrs. hadden.
CIIAPTKR XI.

lae .Melchers and the Stetsons remained
with the.(The doctor mutters something, half

tr TT L t .

to limseii. lie nas ueen suiing ai one siue 01

lor table, this half hour; looking raj mauuicriptover, without once raising his eyes or

opening his lips.
He is gone; and now the reader shall hear

whit he had to say.
'!,et me see, child, how you are beginning

this chapter,'' he said, stretching his neck so

as to overlook my page. " 4 The Melchers and
the Stetsons remained with the'.with the
Jjsldens, I suppose, over night. The Stetsons
slept in the east chamber, where the French
thinrs were, 1 have no doubt; the Melchers in
th- west, with the cottage articles. Bat don't
top to write this, unless you are ju3t writing a

story for school girls. Are you ? "

" In part for school girls, in part for you."
"Gracious, then! let my part go on like

thunder and smoke!" again busying himself
with turning over the manuscript, as if he were

h inting for something. 41 Where's you hero ?
Whole pages, and his uaraa isn't once mentionel.Don't you kuow you ought to bring him
forward oitener ? "

"Ought I?"
"Oaght you, innocent? It is my opinion

yoa know you ought. Hear what I have to say
now. Whenever you write for me, lead your
hero into the scenes at once. Keep him there.
Or, you may let him go out, now and then; but
be sure you let him come in again directly.
Put him in heroic attitudes. Make him say
heroic things. Oh, by the way, how did he get
out of that scrape with Susanna Baker? He
cfi.fii'r fin -r fh*s crirl r»r anvthinor of that aArtf "

~ w* ""J ft «w...

"On, no indeed, Dr. W ! He ooald
hardly bear her within gun-shot of him. He
had the strongest of all his strong antipathies
against her."

" I should think so! A red face, stiff shoulders,a long, wiry neck, a squeaking voice.I
don't know anybody so homely as Susanna
llik-r, it'she is the only heiress in town. She
wmits to he married, too, they say ; and shows
h in ail her face, that she wants to. How did
Fletcher get along with being pinned to her ?
What brought them, in the first place, so near

together?"
">he cam?; out where he was, by degrees,

playing with her fan as she came."
"George! I know just how mean she look*

ed, as bhe t ame up. Had they met before? "

""h, yes. There at F ; and she went
over once and spent the day, when he was at
Col. Cabot's. She rode over on horseback; what
do vou think of that? "

lie answered it in prolonged and most obstreperouslaughter. He said he would as lief
we n windmill on horseback. i
" Vou are too bad, though, to laugh at her,rbeing stidf and ugly, /am stiff and ugly ;yju':i 1* laughing at me, some day.""You're ugly enough, for that matter, but

you aren't stiff." j
" I am, if any one is about who don't like

u>e. J»ew, a great many are about Susanna,"better -die goes, who don't like her. And I ,
ptesaoe bhe feels it. I think it is too bad."

" >he should be agreeable, then."
i em.ips sne can t De, unui ner ate is

softened a little, and warmed up a little bjkindness; i>y leelin^ that people like her for
ber great desire to please." 1
"Oh, pooh! if it comes to that. People are

twer such arrant, downright fools, as they are
uen they <ry hard to please. In her way, that j1 don't wouder she made Fletcher hate her,-he laid herself out to please him. What did ,lie >,ay to him? for I know she was the first to (speak, alter she came up.""She said:4 How do you enjoy yourself this |^(ming, Mr. Fletcher?' " ("iiita! the unluckiest thing she could say, ,

at the same instant that she was poking all his
wjovraent out of him." ,

" Ho looked listlessly round on the company, ,** if he were for the first time considering how ]
was enjoying himself, and then said, list- ,*ssly. <Oh, very thank you.' Then be

waited a little, as if for her to say something'orther, if there was anything she had to say:" not, to pass on. But, finding that she did
!i°'-her the one nor the other, he added, 'Pleas-

evening!"'"Ha, yes; that is the way things go on sometmes. She said ' very pleasant,' of course."^ es; and then she asked him if he had
n well siuce vjajt at g six monthsbefore." !

" gh! I don't see how fie could stand that I
1 suppose she wanted him to uncover certain
P4;ds to her, that she might look sympathetic,

say,1 And you had nobody to attend to you ?'
suppose, if" he had told her that he was

doubled with pains in the top of his head,amongst the hair, she would have said some.ingabout poultices ou the spot.poultices of
rye meal and Hax-seed."

I'erhaps so. Mary Tillotsoo was at his
*« : had been contending with him. SU|>*Ping Caroline Gore up into her place, she tooic
0 u of Jeauctte's arm. and the two Daced slowlv

°*cic Had forth, close by Fletcher. They walkedfound him, Su*&uuft, and Caroline, once or

K1C*' ftn(* on waJj when they were behind
ra> adroitly pinned Fletcher and Susanna to- ,

Then they paced back and forth be-
J** h' again, swallowing what laughter they,;«! IWlpin£ awa7 the rest with their dainty^handkerchief*.
i ou ^'d something abont my putting myJr,y.luto heroic attitudes ; what do you think ;

wns one ? See him still standing with Sana,worried and goaded by his dislike of her
fiL k' ®ver-vlhing she said, when, upon lookinguc had already done a dozen times before)'he girls were not coming back, he
PMthem together in the crowd, peepingaround

On' !itets<>B' wh° stood before them, to see him.
v.

'K 48 thought he said, 41 must see Mr. 1
*®PU a minute, I believe,' and started. Now, <

p
e 4 a heroic attitude for you, Dr. W- 1 1® could have pulled his hair." '

d, above all, Susanna Baker's, I fancy," 1

the doctor laid, after he wai somewhat over
his laughter. 1 guess those girls.they're regular witches, any way.laughed some."

" Mary Tillotson went right down at once tc
the floor, locked one arm round Mr. Stetson'c
leg, and laughed, and laughed, with her handkerchiefat her mouth, trying to stifle it/'

" Locked an arm round Mr. Stetson's leg 1
That was a queer thing to do, it seems to me."

" Yes : but she didn't know that she was doingit. It was for support, just as she would
have held npon a column, or a tree stem. Our
excellent Julia Vesey was standing, at the
time, talking with Mr. Stetson. She saw it ah;
the heroic attitude and all. Fletcher felt that
she did, and this was his acutest discomfiture."
"You may well say that. I know somethingabout these things. He could have palled Miss

Veeey's hair then, I'll warrant you. He wished
she would have the goodness to keep her eyes
to herself, after that. He would thank her, if
she would never look at him again. He felt it
in all his nerves, though, that she would; and
this made him think how nice it would be to be
an Englishman, and 'cross the Channel,' the
next morning. Did they speak to each other
again that night?"

" No."
" Not before he went away ? "
" He went awoy that night, some time before

the company broke up; went without sayinghis adieus to anybody but Mr. Hadden ; justleaving them with him for Mrs. Hadden."
M And his au revoirs t"
M Not his au revoirs. He was determined

never to see her again; or, at any rate, as long
as Julia stayed. He got into a snow-drift, goinghome. It was his own fault; for he was

thinking over his disgrace, and did not mind
where he was going; but he jerked his horse's
bridle, and was out of patience with him, as if
it were the horse's fault getting in there and
floundering in such a manner."
"Are you telling the truth now?" asked the

doctor, with the expression of a rank doubter
all over his face. 11 You look mischievous, I'm
suspicious that you are after more heroic attitudes.Own it, if you are."

" He certainly did get into the snow, Dr.
W , and have a great time there, floundering.When the Cabots and Tillotsons went
home, the full moon was up, so that they saw
the fancy-work he and his horse had made in
the snow. When Mrs. Cabot charged him with
it the next day, he owned it; bnt hadn't much
to say about it."

" I suppose not," the doctor replied, quietlysmiling. u Any more heroic attitudes ? "
" No. But that wasn't the end of his bad

luck."
M Ah ! let's hear," with the same half-increduloussmile.
M The servant girl at Col. Cabot's, not expectingany one at home until some time after

midnight, had put the children to bed early,(she gave two of them paregoric, to facilitate
proceedings,) and had gone to spend the evening,with eight or ten others, at Irish McGarvin's.She had not returned when Fletcher
came ; so there was no one to let him in."

" Gave them paregoric I "
** She often did."
" I should want to wring the girl's neck, that

would do that! If I had children, I would
rather see them die outright, than to have them
half-killed with paregoric, and then left to dragtheir pale, sickly lives through the long, miserable,worthless years that come between them
and their graves. If you ever have children,you'll do foolish things enough, no doubt. One
must pity them beforehand, thinking what a
time they'll have with a mother who is alwaysdabbling in the inkstand. But, whatever else
you do, dou't feed the poor, helpless thingswith paregoric. If you do, I shall say you are
uufit for this most precious of all charges putinto your hands; and I think that would be
rather a hard thing for you to hear. Wouldn't
it, child ? Wouldn't it be hard for you to know
that you had killed (or half-killed, whioh is
worse) your own little babe? I guess it would.
Legions of mothers are doing it, though, this
very day, every day, in one way or another. And
it makes me so angry, I conld set my feet
through the floor, when I think about it!" He
was walkiug back and forth, with his might,
as if he were a tempest. Soon his steps were
stilled a little; and then, with a voice as if
now he felt no great interest in the matter, he
inquired what Fletcher did with himself, when
he found that be was cheated out of his ingress
by that wretched servant girl.
"He put up his horse by the light of the

moon that was just rising, and went to the
hotel for the night."
" And that, I hope, was' the last of his troubles."
" No. He felt cross and nervous. The big

moon shone through his muslin curtains, makingit light as day ; making his brain dizzyand half sick. After he bad borne it as long
as he could, he reee, and put his arm and
shoulder out into the winter night, to shut the
blinds, if he could. But he couldn't. They
were tied back fast, against dilapidations bythe wind."
"Too bad!" with as much sympathy in his

face, now, as one could desire to see there.
" Yes. He slept at last; was near sleepingtill noonday. And, if things went the least

amiss, he was out of patience, and cross all
that day."
" My friend P , of Philadelphia, has some

Chinese fire-screens in his parlors," said the
doctor, " which had been as unintelligible to
them, of course, (or nearly so, the illustrations
helped them a little,) as the old Central Americanhieroglyphics, until, two years ago, when I
was there, a troupe of Chinese performers came
to the city, upon an engagement at the Walniifr\f0 fplnn/l was «
'»«» *JUkLJ 'UVUU WOO v-uiwui VI bUO -IJ (tbicp J

lad so, when some one of the management was

taking them roand to see the city, on the morningbefore their representation, he took them
to my friend's house; and they huddled round
;he screens, reading and jabbering abont them,
poor things ! Their interpreter translated one
[)f them to us; and it was the story of a man
irho fell into all sorts of errors and misfortunes,
snd who finally was expatriated. I remember
bow it ended. I remember the slow, solemn
shake of the man's head, the solemn mouth, as
he concluded with.' And so he could never
see his emperor's face any more.' You made
me think of it with your.' And so he was out
of patience, and cross all that day/ I conclude
that that was the end of your story of the day'smisfortunes."

" Yes."
" I don't feel exactly satified about it I'm

afraid he didn't get over it easily. I am afraid
the next thing I and the readers hear of him,
will be, that he was seen one day, soon after, by
some deer hunters, plunging ipto the depths of
the woods up in the Saginaw country, where it
was supposed, by most persons, that he wonld
build him a rude hermitage of logs, wonld
clothe himself in bear skins, would let his hair
and beard grow, and subsist upon creatures
wild and savage as himself, all the rest of his
jays. Bnt now I shall say.'Good-bye,' to you,
my child, and jo. You're a lazy thing. You
don't open your lips. Y09 think it enough for
you to do, and I suppose yoiJ think it eos^fort
enough for one, if yon look indolently at one,
imiling indolently, at half one's ' Good byes,' at
half one says.M
Destruction by Fire.. The amount of

property destroyed by fire in the United States,
J *L 1 a. _i_ il. - - -- ** .

luring vne lasw bul muutufi; appears irwm uiv

following table:
Xo. effirt*. Atn'io/loss. Do. in 1 $55.

January- - - 39 $1,40 4,000 $1,325,000
Februarv - - 35 1,269,000 949,000
March ... 32 1,021,000 1,608,000
ipril 33 1,937,000 1,200,000
May .... 35 1,757,000 1,266,000
June .... 28 1,394,000 1,291,000

Total - . 8,782,000 7,639,000
Tbe above does not include fires where the

loss was less than $ 10,000. The prinoipal fires
luring the last month destroyed the prison and5ve steamers in New Orleans, the Military Institutein Kentucky, and a number of store# in
Portland, Maine..Journal oj Commerce,
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T H E W A_T_C HERS.
» BY RUTH HARPKR.

O'er a lonely grave
Wild flowers ware,

) In the aweet prime
( Of summer time.
The air ia ringing
With happy singing
From boughs o'erhead.
Whose ahade ia spread

) O'er the turf beneath,
O'er the aleep of Death

; And ailently
' The etream goes by.
In a far home

| O'er the sea-foain.
The household light

l Olowa clear and bright.
Sister! mother!

; The son, the brother,
I Ye watch for nightly.
, So, the light gleams brightly.

Now, from each heart
Slowly shall part,
Like waning day,
The hope away.
The shadowv fear.

' This shall be near,
Darkening each amile
On your lips the while.
From troubled sleep
Ye shall start, to weep ;
Weeping to pray.
For one far away.
Till from each heart
Slowly shall part,
Like waning day,
The light away.

Dred: A Tale ofthe Great Dismal Swamp,
BY MRS. HARRIET BEECIIER HTOWK.

CHAP. XXIII.Continued.
" My friend," said father Dickson, " I feel

bound in conscience to tell yon that I think
your trade a ruinous one to yonr soul. I hopeyou'll lay to heart the solemn warning
you've heard to-night. Why, your own sense
can Bhow you that a trade can't be right that
you'd be afraid to be found in if the great judgment-daywere at hand."

"Well, I rather spect you speak the truth;but, then, what makes father Bonnie stand upfor't ? "

" My friend, I must say that I think fathei
Bonnie upholds a soul-destroying er.or. I must
say that, as conscience-bound. I pray the Lord
for him and you both. I put it right to your conscience,my friend, whether you think you could
keep to your trade, and live a Christian life."

" No; the fact is, it's a d d bad business,
that's just where 'tis. We an't fit to be trusted
with such things that come to us.gals and
women. Well, I feel pretty bad, I tell you, tonight;'cause I know I haven't done right by
this yer gal. I ought for to have let her alone;
but, then, the devil or something possessed me.
And now she has got a fever, and screeches
awfully. I declar, some things she says go right
through me! "

Father Dickson groaned in spirit over this
account, and felt himself almost guilty for belongingostensibly and outwardly to a church
which tolerated such evils. He rode along by
the side of his companion, breaking forth into
occasional ejaculations and snatches of hvmns.
After a ride of about an hour, they arrived at
the encampment. A large fire had been made
in a clear spot, and smouldering fragments and
brands wer« lyin<y --y-- ,x.

or two horses were tied to a neighboring tree,
and wagons were drawn up by them. Around
the fire, in different groups, lay about fifteen
men and women, with heavy iron shaoUes on
their feet, asleep in the moonlight. At a little
distance from the group, and near to one of the
wagons, a blanket was spread down on the
ground under a tree, on which lay a young girl
of seventeen, tossing and moaning in a disturbedstupor. A respectable-looking mulatto womanwas sitting beside her, with a gourd full of
water, with which from time to time she moistenedher forehead. The woman rose as the
trader came up.
" Well, Nance, how does she do now ? " said

the trader.
" Mis'able enough!" said Nance. "Hhe dons

been tossing, a throwing round, and crying for
her mammy, ever since you went away I "

"Well, I've brought tne minister," said he.
" Try, Nance, to wake her up; she'll be glad
to see him."
The woman knelt down, and took the hand of

the sleeper. "Emily, Emily," she said, " wake
up!"
The girl threw herself over, with a sudden,

restless toss. " O, how my head burns I O,
dear! 0, my mother 1 Mother t mother!
mother! why don't you come to me ? "

Father Dickson approached, and knelt the
other side of her. The mulatto woman made
another effort to bring her to consciousness.
u Emily, here's the minister you wag wanting

so much I Emily, wake up! "

The girl slowly opened her eyes.large, tremulous,dark eyes. She drew her bend across

them, as if to clear her sight, and looked wistfullyat the woman.
" Minister I minister ! " she said.
" Yes, minister ! You said you wanted to see

one,"
" 0 yes, I did 1" she said, heavily.
"My daughter!" said father Dickson, "yop

are very sick 1"
" Yes! " she said, " very! And I'm glad of

it! I'm going to die ! I'm glad of that, too!
That's all I've got left to be glad of! But I
wanted to ask you to write to my mother. She
is a free woman; she lives in New York. I
want you to give my love to ber> and tell her
not to worry any more. Tell her i tried *11 J
could to get to her; but they took us, and mistresswas so angry she sold me ! I forgive her,
too. I don't bear her any malice, 'cause it's
all over, now! She used to say I was a wild
girl, and laughed too loud. I shan't trouble
any one that way aoy rn°re! So that's no
matter I"
The girl spoke these sentences at long intervals,occasionally opening her eyes and closing

them again in a languid manner. Father Dickson,however, who had some knowledge of
medicine, placed his finger on her pulse, which
was rapidlv sinking. It is the usual instinct,
in all spph cases, to think of means of prolonginglife, father Dicksgn pose, and said
to the trader:

" Unless some stimulus be given her, she will
be gone very soon!"

Thft trftflftr nrrJnivul frnm til rwlrlt flulr
of brandy, which he mixed with a little water
in a cap, and placed it in father Dickson's hand.
He kneeled down again, and, calling her by
name, tried to make her take goipe." What is it ? " said she, opening her wild,
glittering eyes.

" It's something to make youfeel better."
" I don't want to feel better! I want to die!"

she said, throwing herself over. " What shoald
I want to live for ? "
What shonld she ? The words strnck father

I^ickson so much, that he sat for a while in
silence. He meditated in his n^ind bow he
pgnld reach, with any words, that dying ear,
or enter with her jnto thai land ot trance and
mist, into whose abudy <eircfe the »otfl seemed
already to have pasrtd. ftuided bv a sqbtle
instinct, he seated himself by the dying girl,
and began singing, in a subdued, plaintive air,
the following weU-koQwn hymn:

" Hark, my soul! it is the Lord,
*Tis thy Saviour, hear hia word ;
Jesus speaks.he speaks to thee !
Say, pwor sinner, fov'at thou me '"

The melody is one often song among the
negroes; and one which, from its tenderness
and pathos, is a favorite among them. As oil
will find its way into crevices where water cannotpenetrate, so song will find its way where
speech can no longer enter. The moou shone
fall on the face of the dying girl, only interruptedby flickering shadows of leaves : and,
M father Dickson sang, he fancied he saw a
slight, tremulous movement of the face, as if
the soul, so worn and weary, were upborne on

.

the tender pinions of the Bong. He went on
singing:

" Can a mother's tender care
Cease toward the child she bare?
Yes, she may forgetful be :
Still will I remember thee."

By the light of the moon, he raw a tear steal
from under the long lashes, and course slowlydown her cheek. He continued his song:

' Mine is aa eternal love.Higher than the heights above.
Deeper tbaa the depths beneath,Trne and faithful, strong as death.
"Thou shalt see my glory soon,When the work of faith is done;Partner of my throne shalt be!
Say, poor sinner, lov'st thou me?"

O, lore of Christ! which no sin can weary,which no lapse of time can change; from
which tribulation, persecution, and distress,cannot separate.all-redeeming, all-glorifying,changing even death and despair to the gateof heaven! Thou hast one more triumph here
in the wilderness, in the slave-coffle, and Thon
comest to bind np the broken-hearted.
As the song ceased, she opened her eyes."Mother used to sing that!" she said.
" And can you believe in it, daughter?"" Yes," she said,/' I see Him now! He loves

me! Let me go!"
There followed a few moments of those

struggling* and shivering* which are the birth-
pangs of another life, and Emily lay at rest

Father Dickson, kneeling by her side, pouredout the fulness of his heart in an earnest
prayer. Rising, he went np to the trader, and,taking his hand, said to him.

" My friend, this may be the turning pointwith your soul for eternity. It has pleased the
Lord to show you the evil of your ways; and
now my advice to you is, break off your sins
at once, and do works meet for repentance.Take off the shackles of these poor creatures,and tell them they are at liberty to go."" Why, bless your soul, sir, this yer lot's
worth ten thousand dollars!" said the trader,who was not prepared for so close a practicalapplication.
Do not be too sure, friend, that the trader

is peculiar in this. The very same argument,though less frankly stated, holds in the bonds
' of Satan many extremely well-bred, refined,

respectable men, who would gladly save their
souls, if they could afford the luxury." My friend," said father Dickson, using the
words of a very close and uncompromisingpreacher of old, " what shall it profit a man if
he should gain the whole world, and lose his
own soul?"

" I know that," said the trader, doubtfully;i " but it's a very hard case, this. I'll think
about it, though. But there's father Bonnie
wants to buy Nance. It would be a pity to
disappoint him. But I'll think it over."

Father Dickson returned to the camp-groundbetween one and two o'clock at night, and, puttingaway his horse, took his way to the ministers'
tent. Here he found father Bonnie standing out
in the moonlight. He had been asleep withiu the
tent; but it is to be confessed that the interior
of a crowded tent on a camp-ground is anythingbut favorable to repose. He therefore came
out into the fresh air, and was there when father
Dickson came back to enter the tent.

" Well, brother, where have you beenaolate?"
said father Bonnie.

" I have been looking for a few sheep in the
wilderness, whom everybody neglects," said
father Dickson. And then, in a tone tremulous
from agitation, he related to him the «o«n« he
had just witnessed.

,
<

" Do you see " he said, " brother, what iniqui- (
ties you aro countenancing? Now, here, right *
next to our ccmp, a slave-collie encamped 1 1
Mwm *11U women, ||uiikj( UI no eriiuw, i
fetters through our land, shaming us in the 1

sight of every Christian nation! What horrible, 1

abominable iniquities are these poor traders f
tempted to commit! What perfect hells arc 1

the great trading-houses, where men, women,
1

and children, are made merchandize of, and *
where no light of the Gospel ever enters 1 And, ^
when this poor trader is convicted of sin, and ?
wants to enter into the kingdom, you stand \
there to apologize for his sins I Brother Bon- c

nie, I much fear you are the stumbling-block 1
over which souls will stumble into hell. I don't H

think you believe your argument from the Old *

Testament, yourself. You must see that it has c

no kind of relation to such kind of Slavery as
we have in this country. There's an awful 1

Scripture which saith: ' He feedeth on ashes; 11

a deoeived heart hath turned hiqj aside, so that he Jcannotdeliver his soul, uor say, Is there not a f
lie in my right hand ? ' " 11
The earnestness with which father Dickson 8

spoke, combined with the reverence commonly *

entertained for his piety, gave great force to his
words. The reader will not therefore wonder 8
to hear that father Bonnie, impulsive and easilymoved as he was, wept at the account, and was 8

moved by the exhortation. Nor will he be surErisedto learn that, two weeks after, father "

ionuie drove a brisk bargain with the same 0

trader for three new hands. 8

The trader had discovered that the judgment- 8'

day was not coming yet a while; and father 8

Bonnie satisfied himself that Noah, when he ^
awoke from his wine, said, " Cursed be Canaan." ?
******* u

w. I- i- J * < a
»» p ubvp uue oupup mure tu uraw, umore we

dismiss the auditors of the camp meeting.
At a late hoar, the Gordon carriage was wind- a

ing its way under the silent, checkered, wood- e

land path. Harry, who came slowly on a horse CJ
behind, felt a hand laid on his bridle. With a * '

sudden start, he stopped. s]
" 0, Dred, is it you ? How dared yon.how ai

could yon be 30 imprudent ? How dared you p1
come here, when you know yon risk your life J " I4

" Life | " said the other,f> what is life ? " He 81

that loveth his life shall lose it. Besides, 8<

the Lord said onto me, Go! The Lord is with E
me as a mighty and terrible one t Harry, did P1

Jou mark those men ? Hunters of men, their *<
ands red with the blood of the poor, all seeking

unto the Lord I hjinisters who buy and sell us! w

Is this a people prepared for the Lord V I left 4<
a man dead in the swamps, whom their dogs v(

hare torn 1 His wife is a widow.his children, m

orphans I They eat and wipe their month, and
say,1 What have I done ?' The temple of the
Lord, the temple of the Lord, are we I" 8t

" J know it,* said Harry, glooftyily. f?
ft And yon join yourself unto them." ib
*' Don't speak to me any more about that t I

won't betray you, but I won't consent to have aI
blood shed. My mistress is my sister." P1

" O, yes, to be sure 1 They read Scripture,
don't they ? Cast out the children of the bond-' bi
woman ! That's Scripture for them 1" ^1

" pred?" said Hairy, " I love her better than a

I love myself. I will fight for her to the last, P£
but never against her, nor hers I "

" And you will serve Tom Gordon ?" said W(

Dred. b'
"Never!" said Harry.
Dred stood still a moment Through an

opening among the branches, the moonbeams W1

streamed down on his wild, dark figure. Harryremarked his eye faked before him on vacancy,the pupil swelling oat in glassy fulness, with a 011

fixed, somnambulic stare. After a moment, he
spoke, in a hollow, altered voice, like that of a
sleep-walker: °r

" Then shall the silver cord be looeed, and "

the golden bowl be broken. Yes, cover np the
grave.cover it up! Now, hurry ! come to me,
of he will take thv wife for a prey J" ^"pred, what do you mean f" said Harry. ff(" What's the matter ?" He shoo^ him by the jnshoulder.
Dred robbed his eyes, and stared on Harry. w
" I must go back," he said, " to my den.

(Foxes have holes, the birds of the air have 10

nests,' and in the habitation of dragons the V?Lord beth opened a way for his outcasts ! "
Oa nlnnvul into tllA tlliokata ..-J

"Ww l»UU W£W3 ^ uur. do
CHAP. XXIV. ^

2^/< »r» Swamgs.
Oar readers will perhaps feel an interest to im

tarn back with us, and follow the singular wan- B<
derings of the mjsterioos personage, whose ba
wild denunciations had so disturbed the mihds po
of the worshippers at the camp meeting. wc
There is a twilight-ground between the bound- lib

aries of the sane and insane, which the old in
Greeks and Romans regarded with a peculiar

r-

veneration. They held a person whose facultieswere thus darkened as walking under theawful shadow of a supernatural presence; and,as the mysterious secrets of the stars only becomevisible iu the night, so, in these eclipsesof the more material faculties, they held therewas often an awakening of supernatural perceptions.
The hot and positive light of our modernmaterialism, which exhales from the growth of

our existence every dew-drop, which searchesout and dries every rivulet of romance, whichsends an unsparing beam into every cool grottoof poetic possibility, withering the moss, andturning the dropping cave to a dusty den.thisspirit, so remorseless, allows us no such indefiniteland. There are but two words in thewhole department of modern anthropology.the sane and the insane; the latter dismissedfrom human reckoning, almost with contempt.We should find it difficult to give* suitable
name to the strange and abnormal condition inwhich this singular being, of whom we aresneakintr. nmoil L:~

-gp7 r..V tuvov Ul U Its LI ILie.
It was a state of exaltation and trance, which

yet appeared not at all to impede the exerciseof his outward and physical faculties, but rather
to give them a preternatural keenness and intensity,such as sometimes attends the morecompletely developed phenomena of somnambulism.
In regard to his physical system there wasalso much that was peculiar. Our readers

may imagine a human body of the largest andkeenest vitality, to grow up so completely underthe nursing influences of nature, that it mayseem to be as perfectly en rapport with them
as a tree; so that the rain, the wind, and thethunder, all those forces from which human
beings generally seek shelter, seern to hold with
it a kind of fellowship, and to be familiar companionsof existeuce.
Such was the case with Dred. So completelybad he come into sympathy and communion

with nature, and with those forms of it which
more particularly surrounded himintheswampe,that he moved about among them with as much
ease as a lady treads her Turkey carpet. What
would s6em to us in recital to be incredible
hardship, was to him but an ordinary condition
of existence. To walk knee-deep in the spongysoil of the swamp, to force his way throughthickets, to lie all night sinking in the poroussoil, or to crouch, like the alligator, amongreeds and rushes, were to him situations of as
much comfort as well-curtained beds and pillowsare to us.

It is not to be denied, that there is in this
ravage perfection of the natural organs a keen
and almost fierce delight, which must excel the
softest seductions of luxury. Anybody who
has ever watched the eager zest with which the
bunting-dog plunges through the woods, darts
through the thicket, or dives into water, in an
ecstasy of enjoyment, sees something of what
such vital force mast be.
Dred was under the inspiring belief that he

was the subject of visions and supernaturalcommunications. The African race are said
by mesmerists to possess, in the fullest degree,that peculiar temperament which fits them for
the evolution of mesmeric phenomena; and
nence me existence among them, to this day,of men and women who are supposed to have
peculiar magical powers. The grandfather of
Dred, on his mother's side, had been one of
these reputed African sorcerers; and he had
;arly discovered in the boy this peculiar speciesjf temperament. He had taught him the secret
>f snake charming, and had possessed his mind
roni childhood with expectations of propheticind supernatural impulses. That mysteriousind si'irinlar rrtft Vt *

.highland seers denominate second sight, is a
rery common tradition among the negroes:ind there are not wanting thousands of reputed
nstances among them to confirm belief in it.
iVhat this faculty may be, we shall not pretend
o say. Whether there be in the soul a yet unlevolopedattribute, which is to be to the future
vhat memory is to the past, or whether in some
ndividuals an extremely high and perfect conlitionof the sensuous organization endows
hem with something of that certainty of intinctivediscrimination which belongs to aninals,are things which we shall not venture to
lecide upon.
It was, however, an absolute fact with regard

o Dred, that he had often escaped danger by
neans of a peculiarity of this kind. He had
>een warned from particular places where the
innters had lain in wait for him ; had foreseen
n times of want where game might be ennared,and received intimations where persons
rere to be found in whom he might safely conde;and his predictions with regard topertousnd things had often chanced to be so strikingly
rue, as to invest his sayings with a singular
we and importance among his associates.
It was a remarkable fact, bat one not pecuiarto this case, that the mysterious exaltation

f mind in this individual seemed to ran parllelwith the current of shrewd, practical
ense; and, like a man who converses alteratelyin two languages, he would speak now
ae language of exaltation, and now that of
ommon life, interchangeably. This peculiarity
aaparted a singular and grotesque effect to his
'hole personality.
On the night of the camp meeting, he was,

s we have already seen, in a state of the high,
at ecstasy. The wanton murder of his assoiateseemed to flood his soul with an awful
de of emotion, as a thunder-cloud is filled and
iaken by slow-gathering electricity. And,Lthough the distance from his retreat to the
imp-ground was^nearly fifteen miles, most of
through what* seemed to be impassable

ramps, yet he performed it with as little connousnessof fatigue as if he had been a spirit,
ven had be been perceived at that time, it is
robable that he could no more have been taen,or bound, than the demoniac of Gadara.
' After he parted from Harry, he pursued his
ay te the interior of the swamp, as was his
luai habit, repeating to himself, in a chanting>ice, such words of prophetic writ as were faliliarto him.
The day had been sultry, and it was now an
>ur or two past midnight, when a thunderorm,which had long been gathering and
uttering in the distant afcy, be^an to develop
i forces.

id swayed in weird whistlings the tops of the
nes; and sharp arrows of lightning came
ittering down among the darkness of the
anches, as if sent from the bow of some warteangel. An army of heavy clouds swept in
moment across the moon; then came a broad,
u.siing, blinding sheet of flame, concentratingtelf on the top of a tall pine near where Pred
ss standing, and in a moment shivered all its
anches to the ground, as a child Btrips the
aves from a twig. Dred clapped his hands
ith a fierce delight; and, wK[is ;he rain and
ind were howling and hissing around him, he
outed aloud i ' i
** Wake, 0, arm of the Lord I Awake, put

l thy strength! The voice of the Lord breakbthe cedars.yea, the cedars of Lebanon!
ae voin> of I.n^ Jim/luk ik> «<

e! The voice of the Lord shaketh the wilderiaeof K&deah! Hail-stones and coals of
el" 1
The storm, which howled aronnd him, bent
e forest like a reed, and large trees, uprooted>m the spongy and tremulous soil, fell crash-
g with a tremendous noise; but, as if he had
«n a dark spirit of the tempest, he shonted '

dexultedTheperception of such awfol power seemed J
animate him, and yet to excite in his sonl an '

ipatience that He whose power was so infinite
i not awake to judgment. '

"Rend the heavens « «n<l
wd ! Avenge the innocent blood! Cut
rth thine arrows, and slay them! Shoot out
p lightnings, ana discomfort them I"
His s6nl seemed to kindle with klmost a fierce <
ipatienoe, at the toleration of that Almighty 1

ting, who, having the power to blast and to (

td, so silently endnres. Could Dred have 1

ssessed himself of those lightnings, what 1
mid have stood before him? Bat his cry,
:e the cry of thousands, only went np to stand
waiting till an awful coming day t t
Gradually the storm passed by; the big j
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drops dashed- less and less frequently; a softer
breeze passed through the forest, with a patterlike the clapping of a thousand little wings;and the moon occasionally looked over the silivery battlements of the great olouds.
As Dred was starting to go forward, one ofthese clear revealings showed him the coweringform of a man, crouched at the root of a tree,

a few paces in front of him. He was evidentlya fugitive, and, in fact, was the one of whose
escape to the swamps the Georgia trader had
complained oa the day of the meeting."Who is here, at this time of night?" said
Dred, coming up to him.
" I have lost my way," said the other. " 1don't know where I am !"
" A runaway ? " inquired Dred.
" Don't betray me! " said the other, apprehensively.
"Betray you 1 Would I do that?" said

Dred. "How did you get into the swamp?"" I got cway from a soul-driver's camp, that
was taking us on through the States."
"O ni" r».3 un - j
_j v . o.m i/icu. vanip meeting anadriver's camp right alongside of each other!Shepherds that sell the flock, and pick the bones!

Well, come, old man ; I'll take yon home with
me."

" I'm pretty much beat out," said the man." It's been up over my knees every step ; and I
didn't know but they'd set the dogs after me.If they do, I'll let 'em kill me, and done with it,for I'm 'bout ready to have it over with. I gotfree once, and got clear up to New York, and
got me a little bit of a house, and a wife and
two children, with a little money beforehand;and then they nabbed me, and sent me back
again, and mas'r sold me to the drivers, and I
believe I's 'bout as good's die. There's no usein trying to live.everything going agin a
body so! "

"Die! No, indeed, you won't," said Dred;" not if I've got hold of you ! Take heart, man,take heart! Before morning, I'll put yoa where
the dogs can't find yon, nor anything else.Come, up with you !"
The man rose up, and made an effort to follow; but, wearied, and unused as he was to thechoked and perplexed way, he stumbled andfell almost every minute.
" How now, brother?" said Dred. "Thiswon't do! I must put you over my shoulder, asI have many a buck before now! " And, suitingthe action to the word, he put the man onhis back, and, bidding him hold fast to him,went on, picking his way as if he scarcely perceivedhis weight.
It was now between two and three o'clock,and the clouds, gradually dispersing, allowed

the full light of the moon to slide down here
and there through the wet and shivering foliage.No sound was heard, save the humming of insectsand the crackling plunges by which Dred
made his way forward.

" You must be pretty strong I" said his companion."Haye you been in the swamps long?"" Yes," said the other, " I have been a wild
man.every man's hand against me.a companionof the dragons and tne owls, this many a
year. I have made my bed with the leviathan,
among the reeds and the rushes. I have found
the alligators and the snakes better neighborsthan Christians. They let those alone that let
them alone; but Christians will hunt for the
precious me."

After about an hour of steady travelling, I )red
arrived at the outskirts of the island which we
have described. For about twenty paces before
he reached it, he waded waist-deep in water.
Creeping out, at last, and telling the other one
to follow him, he be^an carefully coursing along
time, a long, shrill, peculiar whistle. It was

responded to by a similar sound, which seemed
to proceed through the bushes. After a while,
a erackling noise was heard, as of some animal, 1

which gradually seemed to come nearer and
nearer to them, till finally a large water-dog 1
emerged from the underbrush, and began testi- '

fyiag his joy at the arrival of the new comer, 1

by most extravagant gambols.
"So, ho! Buck! quiet, my boy 1" said Ured. 1

" Show us the way in!" E

The dog, as if understanding the words, im- Jmediately turned into the thicket, and I)red and
his companion followed him, on their hands and '

knees. The path wound up and down the
brushwood, through many sharp turnings, till v

at last it ceased altogether, at the roots of a 8

tree; and, while the dog disappeared amongthe brushwood, Dred climbed the tree, and di- "

rected his companion to follow him, and, pro- 1

ceeding out on to one of the longest limbs, he 8

sprang nimbly On to the ground in the cleared I'
space which we have before described.

His wife was standing waiting for him, and ?
threw herself upon him with a cry of joy." 0, yon've come back! I thought, sure
enough, dey'd got you dig time I"

" Not yet 1 I must continue till the opening a

of the Beals.till the vision cometh 1 Have ye
r

buried him ? "
" No; there's a grave dug down yonder, and a

he's been carried there."
" Come, then !" said Dred.
At a distant part of the clearing was a blast- *

ed cedar-tree, all whose natural foliage had per-
a

ished. But it was veiled from head to foot in ,

long wreaths of the tillandsia, the parasitic moss 1

of these regions, and, in the dim light of the ap-
0

proaching dawn, might have formed no unapt ?
resemblance to a gigantic spectre dressed in

mourning weeds.
Beneath this tree Dred had interred, from

time to time, the bodies of fugitives which he ~

found dead in the swamps, attaching to this die- 1

position of them somp peculiar superstitiousidea. 11

The widow of the dead, the wife of Dred,and the new comer, were now gathered aronnd !
the shallow grave; for the soil was such as ?
scarcely gave room to make a place deep enough .

for a grave, without its becoming filled with
water.
^hp dawn vas just commencing a dim foreshadowingin the sky. The moon and stars ^were still shining.
Dred stood and looked up, and spoke, in a 0jsolemn voice:
"Seek him that majcetji ^rptumsand Orion. n(that turneth the shadow of death into morning I ^Behold those lights in the sky.the lights in aiL!- 1 J ! J * »

ms dbuui pieroeu ror me sins ot the world, and aspread forth as on a cross I Bat the day shall a
come that he shall lay down the yoke, and he awill bear the sin of the world no longer. Then K,shall come the great judgment. He lyill lay airighteousness to the line and judgment to the tepluipmet, and the hail shall sweep away the Htrefuges of lies."
He stooped, and, lifting the body, laid him ce

in the grave, and at this moment the wife broke th
into a loud lament. W)

" woman!" said Dred, raising his hand, fa
"Weep ye not for the dead, neither bewail htm j da
but WPap 7® t»ore for the living! He must lie of
till the rest of his brethren be killed; for the th
vision is sealed up for an appointed time. If
it tarry, wait for it. It shall surely come, and bi
shall not tarry 1" wi

PrEmigration for Six Months..The follow- a
ing shows the number of emigrants who arrived lik
at the port of New York during the last six so
months; also, a comparison between the ex- hepired portion of the present year and the cor* tei
responding portiop the last three years;

1WO. 1S64 1B55. ISM. poJanuary - 4,901 15,514 7,486 2,344 heFebruarv - 11.958 A. AAR cm oo<i-i
, "T*'I*" 8WMarch - - 9,685 3,758 2,069 4,584 weApril - - 23,583 31,148 10,195 8,295 rotfay - 30,212 64,078 24,177 19,006 inJune - 45,578 25,807 19,427 19,901 ne

Total -125,617 134,751 69,476 56,35^ JJ
1.. wi

A Swedish weekly paper has been started at
Jalva, Illinois, devoted to the cause of Fre- mi
nont and Dayton. There are about one hun- naIred thousand Swedes in Illinois and other di<Western States, and this is the only paper oftrinted in their language. »ti

T. p«The Welsh inhabitants of Racine, Wis., held w«
l large meeting on the 8th, and resolved to suptortthe hominees of the Republican party. lir

For the National F.ra.

FAMILY TIES:
OR,

THE 8T0RY OF MARY C .

BY M1KNIK MYRTLK.

We often bear it said that tho natural aflfeC'
tion which fathers feel for daughters, and broth
ers for sisters, is sufficient to insure their pro
tection and secure them against want. In th<
arrangements of Providence, we cannot heljfeeling that he meant this should be the case
and the instances where it is not, may be th«
exceptions, and not the rule. But we hav<
known very many in whose bosoms there did
not seem to glow a single spark of the u love ol
kindred," and to whom the ties of relationship
were not even bouda of common interest.
Mary C was the only daughter of a licl

and titled father, who gave her the edncatiot
and accomplishments which were considered t

daughter's portion in the day iu which she
lived ; and about their establishment there wn;
& sort of feudal grandeur which was often
found among our republican ancestors, the
remnants of the life they lived in the proud
land from which they caiue. The father, too,
considered he had a right to exercise over a

daughter the authority which should control
her heart, and with the sternness of a feudal
baron refused her hand to him who had gained
her love, because wealth or honors had not
made him fit companion for one of her lineage
and possessions.

In those days there was only one sphere foi
woman ; and if deprived of the power of walk
in this, her only womanly course was to pim
and die. The romances of the olden tim<
took their tone from real life ; and this featun
of real life was deepened and protracted b]
the halo with which it was invested in all th<
novels of the age. Without love, life had n<

brightness, and life, too, wan without an object
and destitute of these two incentives to exer
tion and motives for existence, there was noth
ing.the mind became paralysed, and the bear
was left to corrode by its own bitterness.
With Mary C there must have been als<

a bitterness of spirit; for, deprived of the sym
pathy of him in whom her hopes were centred
she refused the sympathy of all the world be
side, and would not hold communion with any
There are no nunneries for Protestant recln
ses; and this may be the reason why so manyto whom the gaze of a mocking world is tor
lure, seek the oblivion which death alone offers
and plunge themselves into some gulf or fath
omless stream, or, as is the cane with many
more than the world has knowledge of, go vol
untarily down to the ways of darkness and
death.
But Mary C did not eoek either of these

remedies. She shut herself in a solitary chamberof her father's house, and for two long
years was as dead to all around her as if the
clod and the green mound had covered her.
Not a word did her lips utter in all that time;and however kind the voice whose accents fell
upon her ear, it produced no more visible emotion
than if addressed to a marble statue. Therea f . avi v utiu

expressionless, and on her brow a settled gloom,St emblem of tho soul within, seeming almost
unconscious of existence. A father wno could
iterilize her soul, and quench the gushingfountains of her heart, did not refuse her the
gratification of her physical wants, and the
Jaily ministration of outward kindness. Everv
lay he went in and out with the same haughtystep.every morniDg, noon, and night, ate his
ueals in the same haughty silence. No allutionwas made to her whose happiness had
>een blighted, and whose smile might have
>een the sunshine of his life. Her slow and
nelancholy step above his head should have
alien like a millstone upon his heart; but there
vas never any evidence that the sound of a
lingle footfall fell upon bis ear.
To say a father could cease to love a child,vould be considered too monstrous a thought

o originate in human breast; but what
trange love is that which has no softening
>ower, which can dwell in a father's heart, withutquickening it to kindly deeds. We mayall it love, but what better is it than hatred, if
ts fruits are the same ? A father and daughter
or two long years beneath the same roof, withutonce meeting, without the interchange of
single word, nourishing enmity, and studying
evenge 1
The mother, who would have been the mediatorbetween the stern parent and disobedient

r .appealing children, had been long in the
ra¥e ; and brothers, who should have plead a
ister's cause, pronounced her weak and foolish,nd left her to desertion.
Hut there came a revulsion to the youngeart, so paralyzed and oppressed, and a spiritf rebellion aroused bcr to throw off the chains

rhich bound her, and tlee. Love is sure to
nd willing messengers, and the lover did not
jfuse protection to her who sought it, blighted
y a father's curse; and there was found one
ho was willing to unite them in the name of
rod, and pray for them the blessing of Heaven.
There are some flowers which seem blighted

i the bud ; and though they bloom, it is with- |at the healthy freshness that indicates perfec-on, and they fade, and droop, and die, and
hed no perfume on the air.their mission is
ut half accomplished. Bo there are lives,
lat seem by sorrow marked from the cradle
> the grave. There is life and motion, but
lere is a blight uDon the snirit-- and hnwovor
enial the sunshine that warms it, or gentle the
ews that water it, there is but a shadowed
rightness, which passes away in thick clonds
f darkness, and leaves no trace but gloom,
far a little while, Mary was happy in her
sw life, but death soon snapped the cord which
>u«d her to a loving heart, and she was left
one again.alone upon a desert isle, without
flower or leaf to gladden her weary eyes, or
bending twig to pbng to for support. Alone !
frqil, young creature, nurtured in dependenceid pampered by luxury, never taught self reliicetor prepared for adversity, left, to encounrits rudest blasts, without shelter or a singleaff of defence.
He whose arms should have opened to reiveher, repulsed her with reproaches, and
e bosom On which she longed to rest her
»ary head, beat with no kindly sympathy. A
the,'a anger, however unjust, must poison a
mghter's happiness; and however conscious
rectitude, there must be a sting in her husom,
e pang of which no balm can aliay.
Mary nad been permitted a little enjoyment,
it it was not without alloy ; and now, that she
is thrown back upon a relentless parent for
otection and support, her misery was without
ray of hope. She wept, h.ut the tears were
:e burning lava, and gave her no relief; and
on the brain, like the seared and withered
art, became palsied, and reason left her lotringthrone.
No longer a stubborn and rebellions child,or Mary was now as weak and helpless as in
r infancy; and now there dawned, in the
>,rn father's bosom, that pity which physicaltakness is so potent to excite, while the aorw-strickenand woe-burdened heart may pleadvain. To the agony of the soul, oompassionrer bowed her ear, hut the groan of bodilyguish touched the chord that eould vibrateU for a daughter's suffering, and the door
4 again opened to give her shelter.Prostrate upon a bed of sidknees, her ravingsght have rent a heart of stone; bnt he whose
me was so often uttered with imprecations,1 not stand beside her oouch, or perform anythe of^ces of affection. This was done byangers, though his anxious looks and oft-reatedquestions proved that the proud spirit4 subdued, and offences were forgotten.Mary did not die; the fever and the wild deiumpassed away; the emaciated limbs re-1

newed their strength, and her cheek was once
more mantled with the flush of beauty, but the
light was gone out forever in the chambers of
the mind. She walked about, meek and passiveas a little child, obedient in doing whatever
she was asked or bid, but dreamy and inactive.
no longer capable of love, or joy, or happiness,but quiet and inoffensive.no more in danger

. of meriting reproach!
The victim would now kiss and fondle the

hand that smote her, but her loving words werelike sharp arrows to the heart of him whose' pity came too late to save his child; and now
; he would have given a world to recall the bitP-r
» past.to speak the blessing she could no
, longer understand.

Remorse, like a scorpion, stung his spirit,and preyed npon his life; and long ere age had
set his seal upon his brow, death called him
hence. Again poor Mary was alone.

There were two sous; the elder bore the
t proud name of Mortimer, and was the father's

favorite. On him were lavished "gifts.gold1 and frankincense," and all that school and col1lege and foreign travel could give of polishand education ; and he repaid it bv a fawning
, sycophancy, and hypocritical acquiescence,which so many in power, as well as parentsand guardians, deceive themselves into believ

ing is honest deference and love. He gained1 his object.his father's confidence and his
riches.and was numbered among the dignitaries of the Commonwealth. »

There was a humble provision for the re *

maining son and daughter; for poor Mary,what would have comfortably supported her
through life, had it been properly invested and 1
secured ; but it was intrusted to him who knew
no law or honor except his own gratification,and soon the health of the younger brother was
destroyed and his spirit crushed bv brutal viorlence ; and an only sister, the gay and accora
plished daughter'of wealth and fashion, was a

s pauper 1
.

e
No longer an ornament to their gay saloons,they did not wish her presence; destitute of8 pity and human feeling, and inflaenced by no

j sense of duty, they banished her to the pau»per's home, took possession of her little patri}mony, and she was evermore a stranger amon >
,her kindred.

' Whether she understood and felt the wrong,conld not be known. She sat all day, patient
- at her toil, and the nicest articles in the ward
t robe of him who wasted her substance and destroyedher home were wrought by her hands.
No expression of unkindness escaped her lips,) and there was no evidence that she was conscicus of her degradation. Yet, while others

, are revelling in the halls of her fathers, she iscrouching, shivering, and almost starving, iu
a lonely garret. Whilst others are feasting atthe luxurious board, provided from the widow'sand the orphan's portion, she is groping iu the

, ashes for u bone to satisfy a craviug hunger.\ et this deceitful son and unnatural brother,
, this robber, thief.this inhuman monster.re-ceived the highest houors of the State, and is
r the repository of its most sacred trusts. He is a
cynic.a cold and sneering skeptic.a haughty,imperious aristocrat; and yet is numbered
among the worthies of the early days of ourRepublic!
Here there was neither natural aflTor>»;r>.« >««

family pride to restrain cruelty and subdue 1selfishness ; and, through the inhumanity of Iher natural protectors, the daughter of a proud Ihouse was brought to this deep humiliation.
There may be few who experience the extent Iof injustice and cruelty which fell to the lot of I

because those who are guilty of it are kindred, Iand have an abundai.ee. IMany would pronounce the daughter's dis- Iobedience the cause of all her sorrow." she Ishould have married to please her father, in* Istead of obeying the instincts God gave her,"'then very likely she would have had shelter and Ifood all her life; but her heart would still have Ihungered, and her life, like that of many, would Ihave been a living crime. She would have had Ifood and shelter, but better far to have lived fland died like Mary, and have been buried, like Iher, in a pauper's grave 1 I

Sty I
Thk iaia in ntx poesa Tn ImtnAL BmMb:I

Tick nor \ VIsHa I
This poem, printed in old English type, bears I

the impresH of an English mind.its allusions, I
its scenes, its tone, and all that is local, are I
English. But the subject is one that belongs I
to no country exelusively; its sentiments are I
universal. I

It is a noble poem, on the noblest subject. I
Had it been written by Tennyson, it would
have been everywhere smooth and musical, I
which it is not now; but not Tennyson himself I
could make sweeter lines than some of these I

mi. - A » -i ii. rr
iu ± /ic jm'jci uj i/ie iioiixe.

As yet, we aak in vaiu, who wrote it ? and
rumor says, Coventry, Patmore; one oritio
friend says, the author of 4* The Bothie of Toper-na-fuosic,"and certainly there are lines iu
"The Bothie of Toper-na-fuoaic" which suggest44 The Angel of the House." But we are
left to conjecture, as yet.
No review of the book can do such justice to

it as copious extracts; but we have neither
room nor time for many. From the Idyl,
called 44 The Lover," we quote :

"O. paradox of love, he longs.Most humble when he rao»l n«pireTosuffer acorn and cruel wrongsFrom her he worship* and desire-
And yet hia passion, if need be.
Would spend ail on a single kisa.

And call it great economy.
Counting the honor, not the bliss,

A trifle serves for hia relief.
A trifle tur-a him sick and pale;And yet his pleasure and his grief
Are both on a ma/osCc acale.'1

From 44Froat in Harvest," the following n

copied j
"The lover who. across a gulfOf ceremony, views his lova.
And dares not yet address heiaelf,Pay* worship to her stolen gloveTho trnlf A's»»Ui.i*t J

WC«, Hli happens oft, (the truth he twld,| STiie lmlo leave* the sacred head. flImM grows lax. and worship MM, BAnd all love* May-day promising. BLike song of lords before they pair. fl4 >r tluah of dower* M boa*tful spring. BDie* out. and leaves the summer bare flYet should a man. it seema to rk. flHonor what honorable is, BFor some more honorable plea BThan only that it t* not ht* IThe gentle wife, who decks hi* hoardAnd make* hi* oay to have no night BWhose wishes wait upon her lord. HWho finds her own in his delight. HIs she another now than she flWho. mistress of her maiden charms. BAt hi* wild prayer, incredibly BCommined them to his proud aim* ' B1'nleaa her choice of him's a slur BWhich makes her proper credit dun BHe never enough can honor her flWho past all speech ha* houor d him." IAnd the following, from still another Idyl: I* Sweet are the flatteries of love ;Thoy neither would n«r do deceive. flAlbeit they liA our heart* above flAll flatteries which onr hearts believe BBat this of making me her lord flAppearod such passionate excess, BI almost wishr*! her st«t» restored, flI almost wished she loved me less." fl
Bat quotations, to do the book any justice, I

would be too numerous and copious for a re-

view. We advise all to get the book, and rea'
it. It is a noble poem, on a noble theme, t.

awteattoh. An Autobiography of Girlhood. By .Mr*.
Manner* Second Edition Naw York Sheldon, Lain- v
pon, Sl Hlakvman. No. US Nuiu aireet. Pp. XH '

This is the production of an earnest mind.
The anthor did not write because she must saysomething to make out a book, but has pouredforth of the riches of a full soul, as the stream
gushes sparkling and free from its fountain.

It is the history of the inner as well as the
outer life of a school girl, and presents a refreakingcontrast to the flimsy and superficia 1
character of boarding-school Kfe geuerall y


